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Author's Notes: 
One of my first Megadeth fics, hope you enjoy! 


| pulled my hair into a pony tail, had my cassette player and everything all ready, just about to leave, well into 
the evening. Dave was still home, but | hadn't seen him for a few hours. He'd holed himself up in the study | 
guess. | took this as an opportunity to go out for a bit, but it felt more like sneaking out, because | jumped 
when | heard his voice behind me. 


"Where you goin’, Junior?" 


A flash of irritation must have shown in my voice when | answered, "Just out for a run” Wasn't it obvious? 


All| was missing was a fucking number stapled to my shirt. "Ill be back soon" 


"IFs late," he grumbled, but in a way that was more like he was about to say no, rather than be concerned. 


"Why'd you wait so long to go?" 


It didn't take a genius to figure that he was in a bad mood. | didn't know why, but | felt bad about it. Like 
maybe it was my fault. | walked over to him to offer to kiss him, just to see if he'd kiss me back or give me 
the cold shoulder. | needed to know if he was mad at me, and how mad, otherwise I'd be stressing about it 


during my run. For Christ's sake, | work out to de-stress, not focus on it. 


He held me close to him with one hand and smacked his lips on mine for a loud, wet smooch, and then he 
patted me on the shoulder, signaling that | could go. Deciding that he wasn't mad, maybe just tired, | felt a bit 
better, and then went out. Some extra hard running and extra loud Maiden in my ears helped forget about it 
for a while, but not as long as usual. | started to feel really tired after just a few songs, but | tried to push 
myself, mostly because | knew that Dave would be expecting me to stay out as long as | normally did. There'd 
been a few times when | came home early, and he'd be irritated, as if | had interrupted him from something. 
And then I'd go and hide somewhere, usually go get dinner started or curl up with my bass until he came and 


got me. 


So, | tried to stay out, but | just couldn't. | was sore all over, and tired. | walked the rest of the way home, 
anxious about possibly pissing him off, but at the same time angry at myself for being so scared. | didn't bring 


any money with me, what was | supposed to do? Go take a nap in an alley? 


| walked into my own house like | was breaking in, and headed for the kitchen, figuring I'd better get to cooking. 
He was there, at the table, a mug by him, some paper in front of him. Crumpled paper in balls on the floor, a 
pen tight in his fist. | just walked by him and got a drink, humming something, and he looked up at my from 
beneath his brow, glaring. My heart skipped a beat at that harsh look, but instead of wilting, as he'd expect me 
to do, | asked firmly, "Are you mad at me?" | felt a bit shaky even as | asked that, expecting a fight. There 


was no reason for him to be angry at me, but | still suspected that he would be. He'd invent a reason 


‘lm waiting for you to leave," he said quietly, still looking at me like that. He'd "trained" me to leave him be 
while he wrote. He never told me why, but | always assumed | ruined his concentration or something. 
Whatever, it's his songs that pay our bills, so | never complained. If | needed anything out of the study, which 
wasn't often, I'd just wait patiently for him. But now he's taking over the whole fucking kitchen? 


| wanted to blow up on him. Part of the reason | was there was that | was going to cook, and for him. He didn't 
even greet me or act like he cared to see me, or think that maybe I'd want something to eat or whatever. 
And why the Hell can't he go somewhere else? Since when is the fucking kitchen his fucking off-limits poetry 
corner? But | didn't say anything. | poured myself some water and stormed out. | knew it was childish and 


pathetic of me, but | showed how mad | was by slamming the bedroom door and knocking things around. 


We were living in a small house at the time, just some cottage kind of thing in Germany that Dave had rented. 
A vacation after the tour. | always loved to go on vacations with him, but never thought I'd want a vacation 


from him. 


Anyway, the bedroom was right next to the kitchen, so he would be able to hear me throw my tantrum. When 
| realized I'd left my Walkman in the kitchen, | punched the cabinet, knowing I'd be too chicken shit to go back 
and get it. | didn't want to face being glared at like | didn't belong there. It's like, just because he paid for this 


place with his own money, l'm just a guest, so | have no rights here. 


But it's like this everywhere! Even back home in LA. He always does this. He herds me into one room of the 
house, as if I'm a prisoner, and | have to wait for him to finish whatever he's doing, whether it's talking on the 
phone or writing a fucking song or.shit he could be jacking off, | wouldn't know! But still he gets on my case if | 


want to go out without him, or | stay out too long. 


Ok, fine, maybe | wouldn't even be living in a nice house like this if it weren't for him. He's the reason we can 
afford what we do. But shit, who cleans the fucking house, huh? He doesn't like strangers coming in to disturb 
him, so l'm the maid. And who cooks, huh? And then cleans up after us both, taking his dirty plate from 
beneath him, since he can't even take it to the sink. Doesn't that give me some rights? Shouldn't | be allowed 
to walk through the rooms that | take care of, at my will? 


| was so pissed | couldn't stand it, and | was thinking those things to myself over and over. | knew that if | told 
anyone about this, they'd jump to my side and ask me why | put up with it. They'd want to know why he can't 
just go somewhere else to write. | didn't even want to be in the kitchen for selfish reasons! | was going to cook 


him his fucking dinner! 


But | don't tell anyone about this stuff. | know what they'd say, and | don't want to hear it. | kept saying to 
myself how this just proves he doesn't respect me. | felt like he didn't see me as deserving of basic human 
rights, and all that melodramatic shit. With my face in my hands, | tortured myself with these thoughts and 
started crying. It just hurt me so much to think that he didn't respect me, and | started to feel like | deserved 
it. Why shouldn't | bow to his every whim? | wouldn't even be here if it weren't for him.. 


Then the door opened and | gulped back my tears, feeling horribly ashamed that he had heard me, and that I'd 
interrupted him with my self pity. | felt so embarrassed, and furious with myself that I'd made even the 


smallest sound. 


"What's wrong?" he asked, clamping his hands to his hips. | couldn't even look at him, but | could hear the 
derision in his voice. Suddenly all the self blaming thoughts evaporated as | felt myself offended by this. 


"Why do you even need to ask?" | snapped, getting up. | had the urge to just walk away, kill him with silence and 
coldness, but | forced myself to give him a chance to explain to him my feelings. Maybe he really didn't know 
what he was doing, and if | didn't want to be treated this way anymore, | should say something, right? As if 
explaining to a kid, | said slowly, "I don't appreciate it when you take over the whole room and just..corral me 
into one place, like." | felt my confidence fizzle when he scoffed loudly, rolling his eyes. "It's just so 
disrespectful to me, man, you know.." But he just stood there, with that same look on his face, and | gave up, 
wishing | hadn't said anything at all. At that moment | just wished that I'd never shown any displeasure at all, 
and made a promise to myself--that l'm sure I'll break many times over--that I'd never cry around him again 


Or lose my temper. Otherwise he'll just turn it around to make me seem like the one who's lost control. 


So | got up and went to the bathroom and undressed for the shower, still crying hard. | felt so stupid and 
weak. Embarrassed that I'd made such a big deal out of this. We rarely take showers separately anymore, but 


this time | shut the door on him, not inviting him to join me. My only weapon against him, as feeble as that is. 
The whole time | was waiting for him to come in with me, not to fight with me, not even to be apologetic, but 
just, as if he didn't have anything better to do, and anything we'd been fighting about wasn't worth 


remembering. He did that sometimes. 


But not this time, and | was disappointed, | have to say. | felt like | was walking on eggshells as | dried off, just 
expecting my slightest noise to anger him, but | saw him in bed already. Lately he'd been going to bed early 
just to wake up in the middle of the night, then take a nap during the day, just whatever. Even with his recent 
habits, | still felt like I'd put him in such a sour mood, that | made him want to sleep. 


All my anger was gone, and | sulked back into the kitchen to enjoy my hollow victory. Yay. Kraft Mac ‘n cheese 
for me. Moping, | threw away the crumpled papers and gazed at what he'd written, feeling guilty for having 
interrupted him. Because | had to go and be a big baby, | ruined his concentration. | was still pissed at him, stil 
demanding of myself why | let him get away with walking all over me, but | felt guilty too, and anxious that 


he'd come back out here, and I'd have to face him. 


| shoved my headphones back on and tried to calm myself with some music, but kept it low, to listen for him, 
and started busying myself the kitchen so he wouldn't think | was just sitting there moping. Like | was. Now 
that | was alone, | felt myself slide into a depression again. | was cast out of the bedroom now, the very same 
place | was held captive, just because he didn't feel the need to take his paper and pencil somewhere else. | was 
the one that cried and pitched a fit, and even though it was because of something he did, | still felt wrong for 
it. Like | should take whatever he does with a smile, with deference. Like a good boy. God, | just kept going back 
and forth, pissed at him and myself for letting him get away with it, and then pissed at myself for acting like 
a child. | had to force myself not to cry again and just let it go. Please, just let it go. 


| was almost done cooking when Dave woke up. | had corn bread in the oven, baked potatoes going, everything, 
but he threw on his coat and stepped into his boots. | wanted so badly to ask him where he was going, but 
held my tongue, worried he'd snap at me. | turned off my music in case he spoke to me, but kept the 
headphones on, so | could pretend to be ignoring him. A kind of passive-aggressive retaliation Mature, isn't it? 


As if he knew | had my music off, he said in his normal voice, "Get dressed. We're going to that Chinese place 


down the road." 


| had a few questions in my head at this, like, but what about the food I'm very obviously cooking for you 
right now? A Chinese restaurant in Germany? Why would you even want to.. | just forgot about it, threw my 
Walkman off and fell in his arms when offered. He smiled at me in the most normal way, as if nothing 
happened. There was no sign of apology in his eyes, no acknowledgment of what happened at all. He just erased 
everything by not doing anything. | was lightheaded with relief. | was so happy that the storm had passed us 
over, even though nothing had been solved. He'd do this again, and the only way | could do better is to bite my 


tongue and not embarrass myself with my tears. 


He will hurt me again, and again, and again, and I'll never be able to stop it. But as we got ready to out to eat 


at a German Chinese restaurant, | pushed that out of my head, happy that Dave had decided that we were to 


be friends again 


